CHAPTER   XIV

TRAVELS   OP   THE   COVERED   CART

MY companions were aroused with difficulty: the Colonel, poor
old gentleman, to a sort of permanent dream, in which you
could say of him only that he was very deaf and anxiously
polite; the Major still maudlin drunk. We had a dish of tea
by the fireside, and then issued like criminals into the scathing
cold of the night. For the weather had in the meantime
changed. Upon the cessation of the rain, a strict frost had
succeeded. The moon, being young, was already near the
zenith when we started, glittered everywhere on sheets of ice,
and sparkled in ten thousand icicles. A more unpromising
night for a journey it was hard to conceive. But in the course
of the afternoon the horses had been well roughed; and King
(for such was the name of the shock-headed lad) was very
positive that he could drive us without misadventure. He was
as good as his word; indeed, despite a gawky air, he was simply
invaluable in his present employment, showing marked sagacity
in all that concerned the care of horses, and guiding us by one
short cut after another for days, and without a fault.

The interior of that engine of torture, the covered cart, was
fitted with a bench, on which we took our places; the door
was shut; in a moment, the night closed upon us solid and
stifling; and we felt that we were being driven carefully out
of the courtyard. Careful was the word all night, and it was
an alleviation of our miseries that we did not often enjoy. In
general,as we were driven the better part of the night and day,
often at a pretty quick pace and always through a labyrinth of
the most infamous country lanes-ana by-roads, we were so
bruised upon the bench, so dashed against the top and sides
of the cart, that we reached the end of H stage in truly pitiable
case, sometimes flung ourselves clown without the formality of
eating, made but one sleep of it until the hour of departure
returned, and were only properly awakened by the first jolt of
the renewed journey. There were interruptions,, at times, that
we hailed as alleviations. At times^the cart was bogged, once
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